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ing of the soul came the strengthening of the

body and the doctors now declared that Mary-

had another lease of life. The good sisters ar-

ranged some light duties for the poor jNIagdalen
;

slie had taken this name in Confirmation, which

His Grace had administered privately several

weeks before. Mary was happy, she loved the

sisters, she loved the chapel, and above all she

loved the crucifix and the Passion of our Lord.

Many times a day she came like Magdalen of old

and kissed the feet of her Lord. She loved much
because much was forgiven her.

One morning IMary disappeared—no note, nor

message of any kind gave a clue to the why of

lier going. Father Bryson was distracted, the

prodigal had gone back to her sinful ways, Satan

once more had triumphed.

Six montlis passed. ^lary Brown once again

was at the point of death. Father Bryson gave

her the last Sacraments amid the same condi-

tions. Her spirit of prayer and fervor of soul

were remarkable, biit unfortunately she rallied,

and after a month or two lapsed again. Mary

left the city and Father Bryson felt that she

liad passed forever beyond his ken.

During tlie same interval the Archbishop and

Father liryson made every effort to bring back

Mr. Schuler to his former allegiance. But to no

purpose seemed all their efforts. Always dally-

ing with grace—putting off the final step, going

so far but no further. Mv. Schuler continued his

friendship with the Archbishop and Father Bry-

son. Sometimes he would say laughingly, "You
will always get me in the end." When reminded

that the grace might be refused lie would an-

swer, "I'm not afraid. I know 1 shall have

time to do the proper thing in the end."

One morning in early iNIay as the Archbishop

and his secretary were breakfasting together a

'phone call came for Father Bryson. After a

few moments Fatlier returned with a strange

look on his face. "Your Grace, that was Father

Burns on the long distance from Zanesville. He

told me that he was called last night into the

lieart of the Tenderloin to give the Last Sacra-

ments to a colored woman who prayed in a most

wonderful manner, and who seemed penetrated

with the most lively sorrow for her sins. She

asked him to do her a great favor. 'When I'm

really and truly dead,' she said, 'dead for sure,

will you notify Fatlu^r Bryson that ]\Iary Brown
is gone? Because he will be the gladdest man
in Ohio wlien he hears that news.' Just think,

Your Grace, what miracles of Mercy enveloped

that soul, it was as if the Lord never gave up His

pursuit. It makes Francis Thompson's 'Hound

of Heaven' a very real thing to me—'the life

grimed with smears—of man's clotted clay the

dingiest clot' and yet pursued by such tremen-

dous love—God's ways are incomprehensible."

His Grace had .just unfolded the paper, a

startled look crept into his face, without com-

ment he passed the sheet to Father Bryson. On
the front page in large headlines were the words

"John Schuler Drops Dead at the Engineers'

Club."

"^lay God have mercy on their souls!" ejacu-

lated His Grace.

When Father Bryson found voice to speak,

he asked:

"Can you tell me why did God give the consola-

tions of Holy Church to one and denied them to

the other for both dallied with grace?"
'

' Yes,
'

' said His Grace,
'

' but in a different

way, one had with the weakness of the flesh the

faith of a child—the other through pride of in-

tellect and hardness of heart sinned directly

against the light of conscience and closed to

himself the doors of Mercy.

"

"God forbid," said Father Bryson sadly, "my
one great ray of hope is the prayer and inter-

cession of his mother. Her great love may have

won for him in that last flash of life the grace

to call for pardon and for mercy."

"Let us hope so," said the Archbishop.


